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by the simple and illiterate folk of Spain. I still
remember the time when I delivered a series of
lectures in the Asturias on the subject of Dostoievsky
and Cervantes, two Christian writers I am inclined
to rate higher than all the rest. The middle class
arrived in fair numbers to have a chance of seeing
with their own eyes the miracle of a Catholic
revolutionary. My address was received with only
the faint applause of courtesy. At the back of the
hall, however, were some twenty miners, and one of
them acting as their spokesman approached the plat-
form in some hesitation to ask a number of questions.
It was clear from these questions how deeply they had
become engrossed in my lecture, and how their hearts
had responded to what their untutored minds had
not been able to follow. I remember another occa-
sion when I was invited to Burgos to lecture on the
subject of Lope. The Governor made no reply to
the request for permission to hold the lecture, thereby
avoiding in the most cowardly fashion having to take
a decision in the matter. Then it was that the
workers of Burgos decided that the meeting should
take place in any event, and I addressed them in a
theatre that was exclusively filled with proletarians.
Upon their own request I avoided every topical sub-
ject in order to forestall political complications, and
I seldom delivered a more purely philosophical and
academic lecture. But when I left the theatre, I